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By JOHN DICKINSON SHERMAN.
\LL of the Wild! ‘This Is the time
' yeuar when it sounds over nll the
lnndd,  ereating in every normal
hrenst o pang unmistakable and
polgnant, It is the awakening of
i instinet a8 old as the race—the
desire for the open road, It is old
Maother Nature herself enlling, and
she snys:

“Play time, everybody! Al work
and no play Is folly; you know the
penalty 1 exact. Life In these modern thnes is
oo strepuons,  Stop, get your breath, relux, rest!
Come and play awhile!”

We Americans are the buslest people under
the sun.  There wos a time when we played hard-
Iv at ull. Now we have finally learned the ne-
cessity of relaantion and recreation. The trouble
i= that we Imve learned to play not wisely but
ton well Our avocatlons, especlally io 1the
Inrge cities, ate a8 strenuous as our vocations—
sometiines even more  strenuous,

“There should be nothing so much a man's
busipess as his amopsements,” wrote Stevenson,
and he weate a grent truth, which has not yet
coine home to us, So It 1s that we Americans,
many of us, are coming to have double need of
n summer vacntlon—to rest up from both our
work and our pleasures.

The Call of the WHd means, In & sense, pretty
much the same thing to all of us. DBut peces-
sarily we can interpret it oply according to our
knowledge anid experience, Fortunate Indeed are
they to whom the call means but one thing—
whether gypsying by sutomoblie, or the flying
spray of the salt sea, or the rush!ng stream whose
deep dark pools hide the great ®eouts, or the ten
and campfire heslidle the placld lake, or the
wmountain tradl to the peaks where lles the ever-
lasting snow. These fortunnte, hear, understand
nnd abey.

Those of us who are less fortunate also hear
and rejolee. But the call has no clear message.
We do not know what to do with our play time,
We do not know where or at what to play, and
the interesting spectncle of a great people at
play is saddened by the sight of thousands of
unfortunates wasting thelr preclous vacation days
—getting Httle enjoyment and less rest.

Come, let us plan vacation days
While yet the seazon's new!
The secret of the trip that pays

Is knowing what to do.

That's the motto of the wise. They are not among
these unfortunates. They have planned thelrsva-
catlon carefully and put common sgense into their
plans. They have taken stock of their physical
und mental needs. They have profited by the ex-
perience of past vacations and their successes
and fallures, They understand that @ vocation
for plessure and n vacation for recuperution are
not necessarily the same thing, bot they will try
to combine pleasure and recuporation,

Chauge is a great factor in both pleasure nndd
rest, Wihen play time comes around most of us
lnstinctively long for something that our dolly
Hie does not offer. Often this longing Is a safe
gulide, provided common sense 18 used. Obviously
g chmping trip in the wilds Is not sulted to those
who muzt have soft beds, delleate viaonds and
deft service-—even If they are jovers of nature,
longing for a novel experlence. It I8 equally ob-
vions that these nature lovers would be out of
],'hl"' in a fustilonable summer resort whore PO~
ple congregnte to see and be seen, The com-
mon sense of It is that they should go where
gcenlec bheauly enn be enjoyed and the econven-
tionn! comforts of life are not lacking.

When vaesntion thme means to the weary work
er an opportunity to recuperate from toil, rest
Ix what he needs, The hest rest s absolute lo-
notlon, T loafe and invite my soul,” wrote Walt
Whittnan., But loafing is a fine art; most of us
ure oo used to be up and dolng to enjoy sitting
and widdling our thumhs, A chunge of scene
and occupation, with the blessed consclousness
thiut we do not have to do anything, 18 the bes!
rest the hoedearrier who cume Into money had
the peychology of it down fine when he set his
alorm cluek as usanl, threw his shoe at It when
It went off and turned over for a nap.

The wise man will take his vacas'on temperate
Iy. To return to rest up from his play—that ia
& poor proposition. To come back to work with
renewed strength and energy—that's the thing
The wrong kind of vacation may be worse than
pone, The right kind of vacation ey be & ver
ftable godsend. The wise mwan will so order his
play as to come back refreshed and restored and
eager for new worlds to conquer.

Apd wherever the Call of the Wil/d takes us,
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let us be “good sports”—which Is to say, let us
be sportemen and lve up to a sportsman's ldeals!
And what 18 a sportsman? It is easy to say this:
The sportsman Is the gentleman of the out-of-
doors. But that does not comprehensively de
flue the sportsman because it s still more diffi
cult to define the gentleman.

Anyway, whatever else he may be, the sports
man IS the man who plays falr—with nature, with
wild animal life, with his companious, with him-
self. He never wantonly defaces the falr fuce of
nature. He never pollutes strenm or lanke He
never cuts down a tree that he does not need.
He burles or burns his eamp rubbish. Ha cleans
up his camping place. And he {s very sure that he
sets no forest fire.

The sporisman plays fair with wild animal life,
He will not hunt out of season. He will not kil
a female deer or elk. He will not shoot a bird
except when fiyilng. In angling he uses light
tackle to give the fish a falr chance. He will
use the fly rather than the worm for trout. He
will put back the small trout—and handle it with
8 wet hand. He will use the single hook rather
than the gang hooks. He never takes from for-
est, field, lake and stream more than he can use.
And always he obeys the local game laws.

The sportsman Is a delight in camp and on the
trall. He takes pride in keeping up his end, in
doing his full share efficlently, willingly and
cheerfully. In emergencles he (8 a volunteer,
He helps the tenderfoot, Poor luck cannot ruffle
hig temper or spoll his outing. He gets fun out
of trouble and can take a joke on himself, He
is a good loser; he grins and bears it when defeat
is his, He is a good winner—whlch Is harder—
and wears his laurels modestly,

And the sportsman plays falr with himself,
which Is perhaps the hardest thing of all. He
I8 not too proud to learn from his betters, If he
catches fish “with a sllver spoon” lLie owns up
to It. He does not blame his own mistakes on
others or on his tackle. He does not exhlithit his
musky trophy and tell of his skill while all the
while his inner self is saying: “You know per-
fectly well the gulde rigged your rod and tackle,
paddled you to the [lliil‘l‘, ghowed youl the exact
spot to cast, told you how to huandle the fish,
netted it and landed it In short, possibly the
crowning !deal of true sportsmanship 18 Inde-
pendent achievement In sport or wooderaft,
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Speaking of muskellunge, please recall those
immortal ilnes in Sir Iznak Walton's “"Complent
Angler":

“We may say of angling, as Dr. Doteler sald
of strawberries, ‘Doubtlegs God could have made
a better herry, but doubtless God never dld,' und
so, If [ might be Judge, God never did muke »
more  calm qulet, Innocent recreation than
angling.”

Possibly Dr. Boteler was right about striaw
herries. And probably Sir Immok was right about
the (npocence of apgling, In splte of “NAsh yarns”
which do most amazingly smuck of rank perjury
But when the model and pattern of all good
inglers doth speak of angling as “calm" and

quiet,” here 15 one disciple who rises up to say
that Sir lzaak 18 po “Compleat Angler”—and |
this be treason, mike the most of it!

For he rises to Inquire: How can anyone use
the words “calm” and “quiet” In connectlop with
a thirty-pound musky? And how can any angler
be “compleat” who has oot been fast to this “tiger
of the Inlund seas™?

Calm! Quiet! Oh, would that Sir lzaak were
haeck on earth, This s what would happen to
him, He'd be taken to g ecertaln lake and glven
n hand-made split-bambee casting rod, with mul
tiplying reel, bralded gllk line and spoon hook
with pork rind. Along toward evening he'd be
rowed past a certaln rushy point where the plek-
erel weed and Hles grow, and there (4 deep
water on elther slde Apnd with gool 'uck Sir
[zaak would thereupon fod hlmself Tust to a
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glistening,

leuplng,
piece of sheer deviltey that would make him for
get all his philosophy and all hls morals, and | most insolent manner toward us, the

durting, plunging,

act Hke a real human belog.

Yessireeboh! When o man gets fast to & big
musky It s no thoe for him to think of home
nnd mother,
Nations and the H, . of L.
angler, T, H, Kendnll, puts it—

1 have felt exbillaration in the auto’s lightning rush,
Evading limitutions and the law,
I have felt my pulses quicken when I filled o bob-tall
Nush,
Having raised the ante just before the draw
I have let the perspiration run down my smiling fare
As [ cashed a winning .ticket on a doubtful trotting
race.

With muscles tensa and ready 1 firmly grasp my pole,
I forget the rocking boat in which [ stand,
I torget my wife's relatlons, the salvation of my soul,
My debte, my duties and my native land
Cold chills of apprehenslon go up and down my spine,
And 1 wonder at my folly In selecting such n line,
'Tia the limit of the pleasures I have traveled miles
to feel!
On this cloudy, breezy afterncon In June,
When my heart Is set to pounding by the protest of
my reaol
As the Mighty Musky rushes with my spoon,
And then the congratulations would pour In on
Sir Izaak. For if, with the ald of an oursmun,
a club, a revolver, n goff and a landing net, he
got the musky Inte the boat, congratulntions
would obyiously be In order. And If the musky
got awny, congrntulntions would bhe equally in
order, sinee the pantlng, perspiving and exhausted
angler got oway from the musky with his life.

The poorest wiay to se¢ the country Is “rom e
window of a rallroad car, 'The next poorest §s

from an sutomobile going thirty miles an hour
A man on horsebpek hns o fuley chanee to yee
things, providied he will get off the beaten high
wiy, Renlly to see the country, however, 4 moan

must  wul

For it 1= only the pedestrion who ean leave the
heaten track at will to elimb to the vantnge spot
o the stope, to wabder off down the wowdlland
teall to the tinkling stream, to cast hmself down
at full lesgth oo the pine negdles of the cool
Rrove It I8 only the mwan on foot who has the
time to find these hldden chorms and the leisure
1O pppred ate thean.

And then there's the actunl feel of the countr
under foot =the spring of the turf; the rustle of
fallen lenves; the coollng touch of lush  griss
abouyt the spring; the ring of hobngll on solid
runech of sund oo the beach, Thet's
g Lhe country-—get into actunl phys

rock ; the
the way tu
feml touch with it

L . .
11 you o carping, here s sote ndvice o the
form of don’is:
Don't negleet to choose your compnilons cire
fully the smaller the party the more cpre |=
necessury. Moo mwan hos o omean, nzy or vellow

streak I blm, 6 will eome out n enmp

Donu't vat @ hearty esl when you nre ox
lusted ou wlght as well take polson, Cool
off and rest o a whible: then o hearty menl will

erewW vour strength,

Don't go Inte cold water
Just nft "
water alope D't iy o after your teeth he-
gin to ohniler Don't go In ot al” If It Is & tax
rathet i A tonle

Don't give up and concluds that the flsh will
not bite If there oare fish they must foed

Don't try 1o do sour cooking over n chmplice ;
useé B coohing Nre

when overheated or

heavy meal, Don't go Inte deep

A enmpfire 1s for jollity """i

warmth, a cooking fire I8 principally live conls for |

cooking owly.
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Erekmann-Chatrian s the joint name
o twe French writers swwhose collaborn-
Hom made thelr work that of, se te
ipeak, one personnlity; the former
writing chiefly and the Ilatter editing
and adapting for the stnge, HEmile
irekmanm was borm on the 20th of
Mny, INE3, st Phalsbourg: and Louls
lirntlnm Alexsandre Chatrian, on the
ISth of December, 1824, at Soldatenthal,
lorrnlne. They began thelr work to-
cether In 1847 and continued dolng so
untll IS8p, .

Among thelr flent publications nre
‘Selenee ot Genle™ “Sohinderhnnaen™
tod many short storles, The serles of
novels to which Erckmann-Chatrian
swe In great part thelr reputation in-
‘dndes “Le  Fou  Yegof,” “Madame
Uherese,” “Hintolre d'un  Conserit  de
IS “L"Amil Frita,” “Histolre de
Homme des Peuple,” and moany others,

Thelr  dramatle compositlons  and
vinpimtionas are “Georges le Chasscuar
len Hulnes," “I'Alsnce en 18147

Thelr stories, denling with the reals
ites of the times, are distinguisbed by
simplicity nmd n genunloe descriptive
power, particulariy in battle seenen nnd
those of Alwatinn peasant life.
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HERE was Joy unbounded when
Louls the Eighteenth returned
in 1814,

Yes, everybady was delighted, except
the old soldlers and the fenclng mas-
{ers,

Living with Father Goulden In
Pralebourg, of old Lorraine, 1 was
happy in the bellef that conscription
was now over, and that at last, 1 should
be able to marry Catherine and live in
peace,

S0, when the marriage permit eame,
I rushed at once to her with the news.
I kigsed her ogaln and agnin and
we both wept for joy.

And then, after the happiness of
marrying Catherine, my greatest de-
light lny In thinking that I should be
i tradesman for the rest of my life.

Ah, what a happy life! what satls-

faction to be young and to have n
| slmple, good, Industrious wife! We
| shall never be old! We shall always
love one another and always retain
about us those whom we love.

Thus days and weeks went by, But,
later on, we found that the returning
| roynlists, the ministers and the princes,

pushing | who had rushed back to France after

Nupoleon's banlshment, andopted the

people. And as to thelr treatment of
Napoleon's former soldlers I can still
hear the commandant expostulating,

wife, sweetheart, the League of | “They are starving us; they are treat-
As that ardent | Ing us lke Cossacks; only they are

| too cownrdly to shoot us!"

But, about the beginning of March,
(& rumor began to circulate that the
emperor had escaped from Elba and
hod lunded In France. Quickly his
advance” towanrd Parls followed ; and
the old soldlers, sent out to restraln
him, rushed forward to kneel at his
feet, Thus It was that Nuapoleon
ngain eame to the throne,

What happened afterward, how-
ever, was not so agreeable to me, now
a married man, settled as I had hoped
for a life of peace. For I was ecalled
to the colors. Aunt Grethel, who had
always been like a mother to me, soh-
bed aloud, Catherine passed Into a
deadly swoon,

Yet, in spite of all, T needs must
leave for the army with my old veter-
an soldler friend, Zebede, and at once
we were rushed to the front.

One day, ns we halted, the emperor
came to our lineg and the whole dl-
viglon shouted “Vive I'Empereur!™

I had a good view of him ns he ad-
vaneed with his arms crossed behingd
his back and his head bent. He had
grown stouter and more sallow sinee
the days of Leipsig, e looked much
oliler and hig cheeks were flabby, Little
wonder, nlsgo, that he appeared wor-
rled—for had he not lost everybods's
confldence? The old soldiers alone re-
*tafned their love for him; they were
ready to congeer or to dle In hig be.
hmlf,  But for my part I eared much
more for Catherine than for the em-
perar.  Of her 1 thought with greates)
tenderness, the more so knowing that
she would goon become a molther., And
I prayed to God to preserve my life

At last we came upon the Prossions
and, driving them back at Ligny,
maorched on agalnst the British

I thought T should drop every mo-
ment from wenkness, but finally near
Waterloo, on mounting a Httle ridge,
we giw the English plekets through
the ruln,

In n cornfield, under a beating storm,
wit Iny Hke gypsies, our teoth chatter
Ing with the cold—und yet thinking of
mitssuering our fellow men, apnd es-
teeming ourselves lucky i we had a
turaip, n carret or anyvihing else to
keep up our gtrength,  Is that o e
for honest men? Is it for this that
God ereated ug? Is it not an shome-
Ination to think that n King or an ¢#n
peror, Instend  of

encournging com
meree und diffusing lberty, should re
duce ns to this state by hundreds of
thounsands? I know thot this is ealled
glory, but peaple are foolish te glorl
fy such men who have lost all gonse
of right and heart nnd rellgion,

When 1 awoke in the morning, the
church-bells  were ringing and |
thought

“Today Is Sunday, a dny of peace

l’ wnd vesl.  Father Goulden, driowsed In

“WW" Th'l beat cont and a eclean shirt, In

t thinking of me

Catherine is sitting
on the bed and weeping, Aunt Grethel
has tnken her praver-book and {8 going
to mnss"  As 1 pietured to myself that
quiet, happy e, I could have burst
inte 1enrs,

But the droms hegun to beat and the
trumpets sounded,

The first movement was when our
four divigiong were ordered to ad-
vanee, We were nhout twenty thou
sand men marching in two lines and
ginking up to our kpnees with every
step in the soft wmud, Nobody spoke
a word,

Face to face with us were the Eng
liah, in perfect order, thelr cannoneers
with lighted matches (n thelr hands

On all sides, us far as the eye conld
rench, nothing was to be seen but cul.
russes, helmets, swords, lances and
rows of hayonets,

“What a battle!" eried Buche, my
comradeat-arme,  “Woe to the Eng-
Iish!"

And I thought as he did, I believad
that not a single Englishman would
escape.  But bad luck pursued us that
day ; though. had It not been for the
Prussinns, 1 think wa ghould have ex-
terminated them all.

Down into the Httle valley we pour-
ed, right into the face of the English
fire, and shouting all the time “"Give
them the bayonet !

The batteries hurled their grmpe-shot
point blank upon us, It was then, for
the first time, 1 saw the English close
at hand, They had fair skins and
were clean shaven Hke respectable eft-
fzeng, They enn fight well, too—but
we are ns good as they. HEvery shot
of the English told; and this forced
us to break our ranks, for men are
not mere pallendes,

And nlmogt at the same momont wo
saw 0 mass of red dragoons, on gray
horses, sweeping along like the wind
and sabring our stragglers without
merey, It was one of the most ter-
rible moments of my life ng we were
driven back.

Whnt a fearful thing 18 a battle!

Then out eame Marshal Ney waving
his sword in the air. Older, thinner
and more bony than when I saw him
last but still the same brave soldier
with the clear eyes that seemed to
tnke us all In.

“Forward,” he cried, “I shall lead
you myself!™ And we rushed ahead,
one after the other llke a pack of
wolves, until we galned the principal
outpost of the British.

But suddenly the rumor spread that
the Prussians were coming. I felt
myself grow pale.

At that moment crles of “Vive I'Em-
pereur!” rose from thousands of
throats behind us, and looking back
I snw all our cavalry of the right wing
advancing to attack the solld squares
of the English. It was an awesome
sight. With waving sabres they rush.
od pellsmell again and again upon the
red-conts, Twenty such charges they
made, untll the horses of our culras-
slers, exhpusted, could no longer even
walk=—and there still irmly stood the
grent red lines, stendfast as walls,

Now all that remalned for attack
was the Old Guard—those wonderful
veternns who had fought In Germany,
In Egypt, In Spaln and In Russla, of
whom the Emperor took special care
and who no longer knew patents or
relations. They only knew the em-
peror who was thelr god. When It
wans sald In the ranks “The Guard 1a
golng to charge,” Is was the same as
saylng, “The battle Is won!"

And Ney commanded them!

Upon the Guard fell the concentrated
hall of bullets, In twenty minutes
every officer had been,dlzsmounted and
the Guard, reduced from three thou-
sand men to twelve hundred, slowly
gave way. ]

Now the entire English army fell
upon us. And, as the remnant of the
Old Guard fell backward, across the
field fled hussars, culragslers, artillery
and infantry like an army of savages,

What can I tell you more? It was
utter rout. And In the walley old
Blucher, with forty thousand Prus-
sinnsg, was looming up.

The end had come—and I wept Iike
0 ohild, )

Back we seurried, borne down with
Intigue, hunger and despalr,

“Keep on,” erled Buche, “the Prus-
slnns tnke no prisoners. Look! they
ure cutting down everyone,"

So boaek, back, even to Paris we
fled, and there we lenrned that hos
tilitles were to be suspended, that the
emperor had gone, and that the king
wis refurning to the throne, Deser-
tlong hegan,

I hurried on from village to villags
and ut st renched Pralzbourg—and
my home. i

Up the stalrs 1T sprang; Catherine
wis In my arms. 1 fell to sobhing so
violently that one would have thought
misfortune had come upon me,

The first words of Cantherine wers,
“Joseph, 1 knew that you would come
back. 1 had put my trust In God."

Thus boppiness finolly reached us,

Now T have Hyedd to see the return
of the flug of Hherty and to see the
natlon Ineresse In wealth, In edoen-
tlon and In happloess,  People hogin
to understand their rights. They know
that war only hrings inereiase of taxe
wtlon ond sulfering: and when the
people, as mastors, shall say, “Instead
of sendlng onr song (o perish by
thousands henenth the gword nand the
cannon, we will have thom thught and
mnde men '™ who will dare gninsuy
them?

In this hope 1 hid you farewall, my
frivnds, and 1T embruce you with all
mwy heart
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